He heard confession gently, it was said,
Gently absolved too, leaving naught of dread.
He was an easy man to give penance
When knowing he should gain a good pittance;
For to a begging friar, money given
Is sign that any man has been well shriven.
For if one gave (he dared to boast of this),
He took the man's repentance not amiss.
For many a man there is so hard of heart
He cannot weep however pains may smart.
Therefore, instead of weeping and of prayer.
Men shoujd give silver to poor friars all bare.
His tippet was stuck always full of knives
And pins, to give to young and pleasing wives.
And certainly he kept a merry note:
Well could he sing and play upon the rote.
At balladry he bore the prize away.
His throat was white as lily of the May;
Yet strong he was as ever champion,
In towns he knew the taverns, every one,
And every good host and each barmaid too--
Better than begging lepers, these he knew.
For unto no such solid man as he
Accorded it, as far as he could see*
To have sick lepers for acquaintances*
There is no honest advatttageousness
In dealing with such poverty-stricken curs;
It's with the rich and with big victuallers. x
And so, wherever profit might arise.
Courteous he was and humble in men's eyes.
There was no other man so virtuous.
He was the finest beggar of his house;
A certain district being farmed to him.
None of his brethren dared approach ies timj
For though a widow had no shoes to show,
So pleasant was his In principle,
He always got a farthing ere he went
He lived by pickings, it is evident
And he could romp as well as any whelp*
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